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XXIX
;e Thou art, Lord, with a chested motive asi-musically in a schism oothing the strokes and turns of chisel'd rim light storming in from over a mock-hilPs hive, •ennial fresh draperied stroke active :h an accent melodically dim :h streaks and dabs of dust juxtaposed slim disguise ahistoricaliy live! Lord of snow in dance temperate melt a Chiaroscuro when the web isolves the ens in hyperbolic cult lere five-faced , drums with faces five there ebb ' e'ery beat's ancillarily felt feel the fill of space torso'd in the rub.
,. .   •      xxx ".
lat limbs miss! and what swinging pulse of lines! lat transposing for the sheathed sinner eye! o spatiality unkept at bay deliberate contrast to imbrown'd confines a shaky hill, its gold tones and strains tangible actuality >nfessing a firm faith luminously iding your eye to well groomed thought remains mighty impress!veness of missing sath the neck as metaphysical charm lancipated from form untiring begin a-morale to valid calm .cksliding the eye, a foe to thinking Thy dynamic of mazhii in thy palm. happenings in a divine city Are as if. agenda'd in a tavern Where light and shade diffuse refulgently On pigmented wallface as flame auburn. association of ideas is too rapid, to make sense, except to the creator and his circle. The words seem to gallop like a drunken horse that is riderless. There is a riot of words. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
